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what seemed a great and fortunate discovery. OS to the north-
west he thought he saw Little America. I joined him on the wing
and, after carefully scrutinising the silhouettes to which he called
my attention, agreed with him. I should note here that we brought
no field-glasses on the Polar Star. Binoculars are of little use on a
jarring aeroplane in flight, and we anticipated no difficulty in find-
ing the Byrd base at the flight's end.
At any rate, what we saw certainly resembled that camp on the
ice. On the horizon were irregularities that could well be a collec-
tion of snow-covered buildings. More significant, there was a spire
which looked like the wind generator for the radio plant, very
much iced up. The group of objects seemed to be about four miles
away, which would correspond precisely to our dead-reckoned
position.	*•
In our excitement we dropped our work, strapped on our snow-
shoes, and started out for the place, travelling light. Once more we
were deceived by Antarctic distances. After two hours, when we
had covered at least four miles, our goal seemed no nearer, though
our eyes still gave us the same story of hope. So we returned to
the plane, aware now that it was too long a trek to the "town" to
attempt without the sledge, yet as confident as ever that within a
few hours we would be in the shelter of Little America.
We spent the rest of the afternoon and all of next day, December
8, putting the sledge together, a much more difficult job than we
had imagined. On the morning of December 9 we were ready to
go. On the chance that we might find no food at all in Little
America, we packed fifteen days' rations on the sledge, also putting
on our Primus stove and its fuel, as well as dishes. Last, we stowed
our sleeping-bags on the sledge, but packed little else. Since the
plane and the town were in sight of each other, we could travel back
and forth at our convenience and bring on the rest of our stuff.
We even left our tent set up beside the Polar Star, since we would
need to sleep there when we made subsequent trips back to the
plane.
December 9 was the warmest day we had experienced in the
Antarctic. The runners of the sledge sank into the soft snow; its
200 pounds of weight and load dragged horribly. At the end of a
mile the sweat was dripping from our chins. We peeled off our

